Some greater learned wit will magnifie :
But I will sing above all moniments
Seven Romane Hiis, the worlds Seven Wonder-
ments.
Thou stranger, which for Rome in Rome here seekest,
And nought of Rome in Rome perceiv'st at all,
These same olde walls, old arches, which thou seest,
Olde Palaces, is that which Rome men call.
Beholde what wreake, what ruine, and what wast,
And how that she, which with her mightie powr
Tam'd all the world, has tam'd herselfe at last;
The pray of time, which all things doth devowre !
Rome now of Rome is th3 onely funerall,
And onely Rome of Rome hath victorie ;
Ne nought save Tyber hastning to his fall
Remaines of all. O worlds inconstancie !
That which is firme doth flit and fall away.
And that is flitting doth abide and stay.
Ye sacred mines, and ye tragick sights,
Which onely doo the name of Rome retaine,
Olde moniments, which of so famous sprights
The honour yet in ashes doo maintaine ;
Triumphant Arcks, spyres, neighbours to the side.
That you to see doth th'heaven it selfe appall;
Alas ! by little ye to nothing flie,
The peoples fable, and the spoyle of all:
And though your frames do for a time make warre
Gainst time, yet time in time shall ruinate
Your workes and names, and your last reliques marre.
My sad desires, rest therefore moderate;
For if that time make ende of things so sure,
It als will ende the pain which I endure.
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